'Poor woman ... But what a kind man/

It is in the family/ explained one of the men. 'His mother was at
St Nicholas's. He understands.'

They must wait for the sergeant's return. There were things to be
done. They sat quietly. They spoke little. They never looked at a
certain corner, and the Domkom man kept his face towards the
window.

Frossia suddenly discovered that she could sew. Her slender
wardrobe was rapidly going the way of everybody's tatters, even a
pair of clumsy white canvas shoes cost so much that her salary at the
Goelro made their purchase unthinkable. Yet Frossia had lawfully
taken her small rooms and what pieces of furniture they contained. The
former owner having disappeared, the Domkom decreed that the
things were Frossia's so long as she remained a tenant. The smaller
rooms had a chest, and in it she found treasures: two thin carefully
darned sheets, some pillowcases, and two door curtains, one of faded
green plush, here and there ravaged by moth, and the other of old rose
damask, exquisitely patterned and in perfect condition. Frossia took
her treasure trove to the Domkom. 'Do what you like with them. They
are yours/ and the man glanced at her frayed brown skirt and added:
'Goodness, grajdanka, you might turn them into dresses or something/

Needlework used to scare her. She had hemmed handkerchiefs and
embroidered her grandmother's house linen. She had never attempted
anything else. She spread the old rose damask on the floor, looked at it,
picked up the scissors, and started on the job. At the end of the week
she had a dress, straight and flowing, very much after the style of
Greek drapery. The plush proved far less tractable: Frossia had hoped
for a coat, but the old curtain ended in becoming a somewhat wildly
shaped cape, partly left unhemmed, her thread having gone just before
the end. Her fingers were needle-pricked and sore, but the results of her
efforts left her in high heart. It was wonderful to have a new dress. It
was good to know that she owed it to her own skill.

The rose damask came most opportunely* The Zabalkansky were
going to give a party, a proper 'vecherynka with music, singing, and
even supper, Pavel Pavlovich had promised one of his Petrograd
water-colours for a raffle, and Frossia hoped she might win it. Elena
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